














All I knew, when I came on location this morning, was that one of 
the four buildings at the EUR circle had become, for the time being, Fel- 
lini’s kingdom. These inhumanly enormous buildings, with their bare walls, 
their square pillars, their big windows, lend themselves perfectly to Fellini’s 
needs, interpreted by Gherardi. Are not the dimensions of dreams excessive? 

The main entry has become the entrance and main lobby of the Grand 
Hotel. The pillars and walls are covered with bas-reliefs, wood paneling, 
glass. Great brass chandeliers hang from the ceiling. 

At the right is the porter’s bench and the reception desk. On the left, 
behind grills that were already there, production offices have been set up, 
and already, at ten in the morning, payrolls are being made up for the 
extras. Facing the entrance, an immense stairway ascends; workmen are 
carpeting it and setting on it statues and big green plants. 

To the left of the staircase, in a recessed room, I find the carpenters’ 
workshop. Then I turn right to join the company. There is a long hall 


Another fragment of the death dream: 
Conocchia, half buried under a pile 
of dirty sheets, calls out, “Guido, 
Guido, look what they’ve done to me!” 


(Opposite): The public steam baths 
at the spa, built in the cellars of one 
of the government buildings at EUR. 
Even the spots of humidity on the 
walls are man-made. 
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